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J AKY vean have clapRcd since the Editor benn to collect | 
Iriili Slelodics, about twefltv of which, tbc nott ramiliar to the * 
lovers of music in ScoClitna, are iuU-ntpvnetl in his CoUccticm 
of Scottish Airs. He had no thotigbts of formine a separate 
CoUectson of Irish Melodies, till the icrewt Scotush Bard, in 
the course of their correspondence, si^^irstnl the idea, and 
oSared to write Songs (ot Uicm. * Encoutagod by sis^ an 
o^ (ram Huass, he proceeded with alacrity to colk^ tbe Me* 
lodies; and by tbc kindness of his nuikaJ rrieodt, more parti* 
culariy tlirough the obligiog csertiorns of his friend Dr J. Latham 
of Cork, be acquired a great variety of tbe fiueat old Metodica 
existing in Ireland, either in wint or manuscript; and year after 
year he has been adding to thv number by every means in hia 
power. These would long ora now have given to tha Pub- 
lic, had not unforeseen circuostances occurred to retard their 
appearance. They were sent to IIavdu to be harwionisod, along 
irikh tbe Scottiah and Welsh Airs: but after that celebrated 
Coarpoaer btul bniahed the mairr part of tbosr two works, hii 
declining health osdy enrblcd blm to harmonise a few of tbe Irish 
Melodic : and, upost his death, it bacamc nsccamry to find an- 
othar Composer, to whom Uk Utk of harmooising then sbould 
be committed. 

Of all the Cootposen that are now living, it la acknowledged 
by every intelligent and uaprejudirrd Musician, that tha only one 
WM occupies tbc same distinguished rank with tbe late Haydn, 
is BiaTHOvxH. PoMSssing tbs ntast original genhis and inretrt* 
iva (mvey, united to profvuM science, reHocd taste, and an en* 
tbusiasliL' love of his art,>-bM comnnsirioiw, like those of his al* 
histrious nrvsleccssor, will bear eadlesa repetition, sod afurd ever 
new deligot. To this Composer, therefore, tlie F^itor eagerly 
implied tor Mrmphonks and .AccoBMninwnii to the Irtifa Mekn 
dm; and to hit iatxpreiaible satisfactian, Beethoren uadertook 
the rompositioa. Ancr years of anxiotu suipenM and taaxtag 
disappoiatment, by tbe auscarrUgc of letters and of raanuscript^ 
owing to the unprecedented ddRculty of commuaicalion between 
England and Menaa, that resulted from the extmordinBry polity 
of Buonimart^. the loog>exMCt«d Sympbonica and Accorapani- 
Bsanta at fat roadwd tim Eoitor, three other copses having pre- 
viously been lost on tlw road. 

Tbw SiMPHoNias of Beethoven will be found most appn^ 
priate and singularly beautiful Introductions and Conclusiou to 
each Melody, full of maltef perfectly original, and dtversUied in 
tbe roost (ani^ul and striking manner, according to the plaintive, 
apirited, or playi'ul character of tbe Bdelodies for which they 
were cctopusini. 

Hit AcTOwrAwiMawTS are ewuaDy appropriate and valaable. 
In Chandler singing, tbe Piano-rorte alone, will be found a most 
tarisfactory Accosnoanimeat : and when the aiklitional Acconma* 
nimcDts for the Vioiin and Violoneello, (not g i v e n in any otner 
Irish Collcctioo,) are joined with h, t^ eiect will be (eft in the 
highest degree exceUentt for the parta united, exhibit combiaa* 
tlons of harroony m rich, la a style so varied, ao truly iogenioua 
and impreMtve, as to impart a now and powerful interest to tha 
Mdodsea, whi^ will secure to them lasting adaiitation, and n 
place aatoog the most classical compositiocis. 

A Secon^voioe pa^ too, haa bm oampoaed by Beethoven, 
to a number of the Airs, which may thus be iimg as Ehictts: but 
as those Airs still retain their preciae origioal (brm, they can, of 
coarse, be sung pcrftKtly wrll by a single voice, 

Tbe EdiiDT ■ aware that ibm are taaay psraona^ who, not 
having cultivated Music, are scaredy aensiblc of the value of 
AcoompaniiDeBta, and prefer a simple Air to tbe finest music in 
parts. It is not to be desied, that ibec is a great charm in a 
fine voice singly, and that we MssrtMit hear a singer who can 
ddight us by a song, witbout any Aceompananem. Bat euch a 
singer la a rsro orw / Nature seems niggardly in the much*vnlued 
gift of a rich fine toned voice ; and there ore few singevs who fwl 
themselves at ease, or can give much pleasure to Aeir hearers, 
vrithout the support and gnuUikce of an Accanpanimeat t (or it 
IS well known tMt voices, in general, have a mcmIsoct to fall 
fmm the pilch in which they have set out, ihd thus tbe narmeny 
of the instrument is necassary to kacp tha veios in a jail adoBa* 
tion, or to recai it when ft b^ins to wander. 

It is probable aUo, that amidst tbs powerful attraction of new 
imd cxcellvQt Coaipoaitjoaa, and tbe finctuatson and refinement 
of taste, Natiofiol Melodics would be much neglected, were it 
not for tlicir uruen with masterly and beautiful Accompanioienu. 

A distinguished Writer conoiders Mrlody in auusc, to be onalo* 
poos to Dengv in painting t and Aceompontmmi ^ compares to 
Coiomriiif, f If Carolan the Irish Bard, could raise his head, and 
hear liu own Melodies sung with Beethoven's Accompannaenis, be 
would idolize tbe .\Ttist, that, from bis designs, could produce 
such exquisitely coloured and tughly fmislied pictures, t Let 


any of the Irish Melodics be sang alone, and then a ith the Ac* 
compsnitnents of Beethoven, aou it will immediately be percciv. 
ed by cvrry pmon of the Irast taste, how much the one » enriched 
by t6e othW. The nvore critically the Music of this Coilectiun is 
cxanuikcd, the nsorv dcswly will rt be teen vthat extraordinary 
pains and attention have been bestowed upoit the Syntphonie* and 
Accompanuaents of emy awe of the MeWies ; for ibiere is no- 
thing or common place, no marks of nt-gligeflce or carelsasneet 
throughout tbe Work t the whole has been C'lmposcd esiv amore, 
a* if ^ author were to rest hit fame upon it ; and, accordingly, 
he baa announced to the Editor hit intcatioa ot' publishing it oo 
tbe Continent, with the vmes translated. Tliis is equally Aoitcr- 
big to the Melodies of Itelsad, and satitfactnry to the Editor; 
it is a decisive prool' that Beethoven feels cooscraus that ha has 
rendered them wortliy of tbe attentioa df on enlightened Public. 

Of tbe Potrar, the Editor lusy warraatably hope that its re* 
ception will not be less (avoorable than that of the music, beesusa 
iu authors aro crkbraied for their genius, and exhibit in thrir 
songs the flneit (low of fancy, fedmg, and hamour ; which they 
have adapted in the happiest manner to tbe varved character of 
the Mdoofes. Tbe Euiior feels Itimaelf under the derpert ofati* 
gatioM to thesn ; for, without tbetr kind assistance, after the la* 
mented death of Biiaxs, he could not have rncnpictcd tho Work, 
with satisfsrtion either to himself or the Pxiblic. 

To Professor SwyrH of Camlindge. partinilarly, hU warmest 
ackaowlodgcmmu arc dim, for his numerous and valuable contri* 
butions to tJie Work; for tbe preamt Volume ronioitw twenty 
Songs of his, which will place him in the first rank of lyric Poets, 
and give delight to every person of taste snd sensibility. 

It vrai the intetiuoa of the Editor to olTer a few thuiq^hts con- 
cerning the antiquity of tbe Irish Melodies, Ac., m he has <loive 
with respect to tbe Scottish and Welsh Melodies, in his Collec* 
tiotts Of tboae Songs. But after perusing Walker's Historical 
Memoirs of the Irian Bortb, Bunting's Critiral tliasertaliim pre- 
fixed to his first volume of Irish >Iusic, and hloore's Prefatory 
Latter to bis third bonk of 8oncs, he finds that he could throw no 
new light 00 the subject. He believts, wrtb Mr Moore, that tho 
generriity of the fine Airs arc more m^m than the Antiquaries 
would have us conaidcr them. Yet from wliat Giraldua ('atiibrcn- 
sis, in the twelfth century, boa aatd of tbe superior skill of tbe 
Irish in tbe performance of matrumentol or harp music, at that 
early perioo, joined to Powell's account of the Wrish prinew 
Gru^d op Conan having, is Ute eleventh century, *< brought 
v' over with him fru s u Ireland divers cuaning muaicians into 

Walec, who devised, in a manner, all the inatrumanui music 
** that is now naed there,” and tJie notices of other ancient wri- 
ters, it cannot ba doubted that lirland num be considered a pa- 
rent country of muaic, to which Waleo, and, perhaps, ScotlocKi 
too, were originally indebted. 

This Work, in two vuitmies, with the other puUicatioes of tho 
Editor, urill put the public in posaesaion of all that appeared to 
him mom valuable awl worthy of preaervattoo in the native Me- 
LODIES of ScoTLAWP, IxxLAXp, and WALia, united to tho most 
■ntereslii^ Soaoa, SvMPSOKiaa, and Accompamiubvts thoC 
could by any poaaibic exertion be obtained for them : and he 
tmaU that they will do lasting honour to the musical and poetical 
character of ina three Couotriea. He looks bock with prat aa- 
tiafactkin upon hts bumble exertions, becauae he haa bad tbe Imp- 
ptnasa of eTiciting (rom Poetaand Muricnl Conposen, who adorn* 
ed tbe age kt wlucb ibn hvod, wbat oUtcrwiac would never hava 
been given to tbe world. 

From tbe delay in pabUshing this wtAfc, others have got the 
•tart of it : And tbo«tgh tbe Editor ia not inaensible of the merit 
of tboae works, yet, his plan having been formed, and a great 
part of hia matcrinls collected, long before tboae works were Iteard 
of, be lab ao inclination to withhold v4tat he had with vast trouMo 
acquired ; more mpeciuHy when l»e knows bow pre-«mineMlv tha 
Sympboniet and Arcoinnaninienu of this Work ar* diuinguishMl 
from ilkoae in any ether Iriali CoUaction, Inr their Origiaaitty, and 
by Beauty of that rare^ and precioua kind, which wdl please the 
more, tbe oftener it is exanuned. 

Tbv Editor ovM his mom rvraectful acknovrledgnaenU to Etx 
Watxtm Williams Wtmmc, cart, for obligingly pennitting hia 
exquisita picture of Br Cecilia, by Six JosntA Rkyxolm, to 
be rnniird awl engraved for the finntlipiirn that gracaa the First 
Volume of this work. 

Along with the Secosid Volume, he haa the pleasure of pre* 
•anting os Engraving, after a picture by his late worthy fnend 
Mr Aflan : a subject ffosn ancient classic tUwj, of singular excel- 
lenca, and for exceeding in vulue the fronuspieces usually gtvcH 
with Worka df ibis kind. 

EdMwrgh, A'o. S. UnAoagr, Afay ifilfi. 
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31 DreamU f lap toijere ^loto’w, ?c. 

By BURNS. 


AIR, (N©. 51.>-0 IkiOLLY, MOLLY, MY DEAREST HOKEY. 


I dbeav'd I lay wliere flow’rs were springiDg, 
Gaily in tlic sunny beam ; 

I listen’d to the wild birds singing 
By a falling crystal atream. 

At once the aky grew black an«l daring, ^ 
Through tlie woods the whirlwinds rave i 
Tile trees witli aged arms were warring, 
Across the swelling drumlic wave.* 

Such veas my life's deceitful morning. 

Such the pleasures I enjoy’d : 

But long ere noon, loud tempests storming, 

All my flow’ry bliss destroy’d. 

Though fickle Fortune has deceiv’d me. 
Promised fair, and perform'd but ill, 

Of many a joy and hope bercav'd me, 

1 bear a heart sliall support me still. 


• Drumlie, dari, trou6M, 
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ICo ittc, mp stoert AatfjUtn ; 

THE DYING FATHER TO HIS DAUGHTER. 

WBITTtX rOR THK WORK 

By WILLIAM SMYTII, Esq, 

AIR. <N<kS«.) THE FOX'S SLEEP. 

me, my sweet Kathleen, the Benshee has cried, 

And 1 die— ere to-morrow, I die.—* 

Thu rose thon hast gatiicrM, and laid by ray side. 

Will live, ray child, longer than 1. 

My days they are gone, like a talc that is told — 
l^t rac bless tlicc, and bid thee adieu ; 

For never to lather, when feeble and old. 

Was daughter so kind and so true. 

Tbou hast walk’d by my aide, and my board thou hast spread. 

For my chair tlie warm comer hast found ; 

And told my dull ear what the \'isitor said, 

When 1 saw that the laughter went round. 

Thou hast succour’d me still, and my meaning exprest 
When memory was lost on iU way— 

Thou hast pillow’d my head ere 1 laid it to rest — 

Thou art weeping beside me to>day. 

O Kathleen, my Love ! thou couldst choose the good part, 

And more tlian ihy duty hast done 

Go DOW to Uiy Dennot, be clasp’d to his heart. 

He merits the love he lias won. 

Be duteous and tender to him, as to me : 

Look up to the mercy-seat then ; 

And passing tliis shadow of death, which I see. 

Come, come to my arms back again. 

* In lAe Iritk tupemuin, ihe Beiukee it the weruing ipirit lita tumtutfK’ft draiJi. 


Cljr i^tro map praa!) fnfi Countrp to saPr. 

WtlTTKV FOR TilM WORK 

By WILLIAM SMVTH, Esq. 


THE SANK AIR,— SET FOR TWO VOICES. 

HE Hero may perish his country to save. 

And he lives in the records of fame ; 

The Sage may the dungeons of tyranny brave— 

Ever honour’d and blest be his name ! 

But Virtue that silently toils or expires 
No wreath for the brow to entwine ; 

That asks but a smile— but a fond sigh requires — 

O Woman 1 that virtue is thine. 
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anti luckless teas tt>e grcoson. 

VUITTLW to* THIS VO*K 

^ WILLIAM SMYTH, £$q. 


AIRt (No, S3.)— TIIE GKOVES OF DLAttXEY. 

i§AD and luckless was tlic season, 

When to court fair Kllen flew, — 

Flew from love, and Peace, and Reason, 
Worlds to sec of promise new. 

Back die curacs— each grace is flner. 

Ever}' cliarm that crowds adore. 

All the form divine, diviner— 

But the heart is there no more. 

Oh I *tis gone, the temper even. 

Careless nature, artless ease ! 

AH that makes retirement heaven — 
Pleasing, without toil to please. 

Hope no more, sweet lark, to cheer her. 
Vain to her these echoing skies— 

Blocrni no more, ye violets, near her. 

Yours are charms die would not prize. 

Ellen ! go where crowds admire Uiec, 
Chariots rattle, torches blaze i 

Here our dull content would tire thee, 
Worthless be our village praise. 

Go I yet oh, that Thoughfi soR season 
Ellen’s heart might but restore! 

Hard the task— whate’er the reason— 
Hard the task to love no more. 
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WtlTTZM rOK TBU WOBK 

By WILLIAM SMYTH, Esq. 


AIR, (No. S4.^C9m«mwar4tf vxthnt a aame hy a Friend. 

Soothe mci my lyre, with thy Umcs of soft sorrow, 
Soothe thy sad mistress that sinks in decay $ 

Fainter to day, to be fainter to-morrow, 

I fade like the flower, and am passing away. 

1 lade, &c. 

** Cheer thee, my love,*' says my mother, beguiling, 

** I see thee reviving, believe me, believe f * 

Spring will restore me, I answer, gay smiling. 

And both are deceivers that cannot deceive. 

Pale is my cheek,— it was fair as they told me — 
Who in the dance that but lately had been. 

Who that had seen me, and now should behold me, 
Would think me the Ellen that there he had scon? 

Cold shall I lie, — they will weep and regret me,— 
The dews of the morning are vanish'd at nocm. 

One will remember, when all shall foiget me, 

O lov'd of my heart ! must I leave thee so soon ? 

Bear was the world— I had youth, I had beauty. 

But 'tis not for life that I heave this sad sigh — 

Firm is my soul in its hope and its duty, — 

But oh ! to be lov'd— then untimely to die. 


VOL. n. ■ 
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Sp tl)t 0tUe of tf)r i»fjannon, $c. 

WKITTCM POB tint WORK 

By mLLIJM SMYTH, Esq. 


AIR, (No. 15.)— KITTY OF COLERAINE. 

B T the side of the Shannon was laid a young lover»— 

** I hate this duU river,” he fretfully cried ; 

'* Yon tempest is coming— this willow my cover— 

“ How sultry the air — not a xephyr,” he sigh'd. 

** €ro, bee !<^get along— why so idly remaining. 

For here are no rosea — thou troubloiomc Uung! 

*' Peace— nightingale I peacw— to that ditty complaining— 
** Oh can it be thua that these nightingales sing ?” 

But now a light (brm, with a smile archly playing. 

All beaming in beauty, before him appear’d — 

** O Ellen !” he cried, ** why thus strangely delaying, 

** My dearest, roy Ellen,— what liavc I not fear’d.” 

And then no majestic the Shannon came flowing, 

The bee flew unchided the blossoms among, 

'Hie sky was serene, amd tlic zcpliyrs soil blowing. 

And oh ! how enchanting the nightingale’s song ! 
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By tjie side or the Shanjso^t. 
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Chorus 

•pr»n<i 


I.ove, h»ve winn iiv h) treache, r>‘. Yet leave* no choice hot humble snbny* » sion 


l.oie, Ime vin* us by tre.'»rhe- rv, ^Vt lea\'es no choice hnt humble *ubniis . slon 


Low. lote wiij-s tis bj treat he - ry, ^'I't leatc* no choice btM htimhle sulmtis _ aion 




^^Tiat spell can conquer this **itche-ry Wo.man our hane* the on- ly phy.si - cian 


V'hat s]>ell can conquer thin wife he . ry Vb.nian our ham’s the on - ly pht. ai^ctan 


flat spell can conquer this witche. ry Vo.ttian our hanea the on.ly phy.si.cia 
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yartVoeU iWirt|) anb l^ilaritp: 

NORAH OF BALAMAGAIRY. 

wnirraw roR tbii work 

Bjf ALEXANDER BOSWELL, Esq. 


AIR, (K&S&}— THE HUMOURS OF BALAMAGAIRY. 

Farewell mirth and hilarity. 

Love has my heart in cruel subjection ; 

Ah lucl Nurali in charity 

Spare a fond soul one throb of affection. 

Why, as 1 pass’d, did 1 gaze on her casement, 

Alas ! with one look all my courage she shook ! 

But while I linger’d in moon-struck amazement, 

Kot a smile all the while cheers recollection. 

Chorus. — Love, love wins us by treachery. 

Yet leaves no choice but humble submission i 
What spell can conquer this witchery, 

Woman, our bane, is the only physician. 

Far, far hence tho’ 1 fly from her. 

Where other shores arc kiss’d by the ocean, 

Blest powers! draw but one sigh from her. 

Let her not live thus dead to emotion. 

Yet I must steal a last glance ere I leave her, 

Perhaps at her heart she may grieve when we part { 

Hope, ah 1 dread thee, deluding deceiver. 

Fair thy cup, but turn’d up, bitter the potion. 

C’HORDS.-^Love, love wins us by treachery. 

Yet leaves no choice but humble submission ; 

What spell can conquer this witchery, 

Woman, our bane, is the only physician. 

Ah roc I had wc the agency 

Of a kind-hearted feat little fairy, $ 

Good bye then to thy regency, 

Korah, the witch of Balamagairy ! 

Looks slie, or speaks she, the lads are all sighing. 

She scatters her spells, and then ev*ry heart swells ; 

Not a young clown but is pining and dying. 

Ah ! the fools, thus she rules Balamagairy- . 

Chorus. — Love, love wins us by treachery. 

Yet leaves no choice but humble submission i 
MTiat spell can conquer this witchery, 

Woman, our bane, is the only physician. 
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iiuf0, Iirar lip fios Itft. 

By LORD BYRON, 


Airs KIRK PUBLItlllD BT PBRWIStlOB. 


A IK, (No. ST.^CiMiaisBiMtrtf ontAoitf m mame iy a FriemL 

*]^HE kils, dear maid* thy lip has left. 

Shall never part from mine, 

Tdl happier hours restore the gift 
Untainted back to thine. 

Tliy parting glance, which fondly beams, 

An equal love may see i 
The tear that from thine eyelids streams, 

Can weep no change in me. 

I ask no pledge to make me blest 
In gazing when alone ; 

Nor one memorial for a breast 
Whose thoughts are all thine own.* 

By day or night, in weal or woe. 

This heart, no longer free. 

Must bear the love it cannot show, 

And* rilent ache for thee. 

* Foar Una of the origbal ate onitied, becauae the melody requira s itinss of ei|bt lino. 
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ICtjen, &oUur. tonu, fiU tfte 

WaiTTKN FOR THil WORK 

By fULLIAM SMTTH, Esq. 


MO, (Nii.98.>-THE MOBEEN. 


The*. •oldier ! come ! fill high the wine, 
For we reck not of tckmotrow } 

Be oun to.4a]r, and we resign 
All the rest to the fooU of sorrow. 

Gaj be the hour ’till we beat to arms, 
Then, comrade, death or glor 7 ! 

’Tis victory in all her charms. 

Or ’tis fiune in the world's bright story. 


’TIs you— «’tis I— that may meet the ball j* 
And me it better pleases 
In battle, brave, with the brave to fall, 
Than to die of dull • 

Driveller to be in my fireside chair, 

With saws and tales unheeded } 

A tottering thing of aches and care. 

No longer lov’d nor needed. 


But thou— oh dark is thy flowing hair. 

And thine eye with fire is streaming. 

And o’er thy cheek.— thy looks,— thine air. 
Sits health in triumph beaming. 

Soldier ! high, fill high the wine. 

Fill high to love and beauty \ 
Love,«^riendship,— honour,— all are thine. 
Thy country and thy duty. 


VOL. JI. c 
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0j)! ti)ou l^apUss ^oltitcr. 

WRTTTIK rOX Till* WORK 

By WILLUM SMYTH, Esq. 


AIR, (So. S9.)— THE MAID OP THE VALLET. 


o B ! thou hapless soldier, 
Left unseen to moulder 
Here on the lone)/ plain. 

Far thy comrades 6ying, 
Lost,— aband(Mi*d, inlying 
Here on the lonely plain. 
Faint,— and none to cheer thee. 
Moaning,— none to hear thec. 
Dying, — and none near thee 
On this lonely plain. 

No fond tears fall o*er thee. 

No fond hearts deplore thee 
Here on the lonely plain. 


Power! ambition! glory 1 
Read we then your story 
Here on the lonely plain j 
Some fond maid is sighing 
For her hero lying 
Here on the lonely plain. 
NeWr, hapless soldier, 

Fated to behold her. 

Left unseen to moulder 
On this lonely plain. 

No fond tears fall o'er thee. 
No fond hearts deplore thee. 
Here on the lonely plain. 
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Ci)t eifin ^Btrtes. 

wuTTSM roa tbis work 

Btf Djrw THOMSON, Esq. 


AIR, (Ko. 40.)— PLANXTY KELLY— CanUn. 


E fairy'dvcs, in secret dells, 

All day conirive our magic spella, 

Till sable night overcast the sky. 

Then through the airy regions fly. 

By Cynthia's light so clear : 
Around the earth, ere dawn of day, 

On high we win our easy way ; 
Sometimes the lawns to earth inviting. 
On the velvet turf alighting, 

So light, so light, 

So light o'er pliant stalks wo fleet. 

The blade scarce bends beneath our feet. 
But shakes as if for fear. 


And if no bus’ness calls from home, 
Around the wheeling globe to roam ; 
We to some flow'ry meadow stray. 

And sing and dance the night away. 
Around our Fairy*Queen. 

Then wc our mushroom board prepare, 
The gather'd sweets of flow'rs our fare. 
The dewy nectar round distilling, 

AU our hair-bell goblets tilling } 

Good night, good night : 

Good nigiit wc say, then sink to rest 
Upon some lily's downy breast. 

By mortal eyes unseen. 
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far from tt>t l^ome of onr ^outj^, ¥c. 

WBITTIH rOB TKIO WORK 

By BAVID THOMSON, Etq, 


AIR, (N0.4I.K-THE FAIR HAIR’D GIRL.* 

*'^V HEN far from tlie home of our youth wc have rang'd. 
How fondly we think of the days that arc past ; 

Their image thro* changes ia ever unchang’d, 

'Wherever our lot may be cast. 

I muse on the features of those whom I lov’d \ 

The farewell of friendship 1 yet seem to hear : 

The scenes I remember where oft I have rov’d, 

The songs that delighted my ear. 

In slumbers their music some vision recalls. 

And oft 1 implore it a moment to stay { 

But, ah ! soon the measure in soft cadence falls, 

1 wake, and the sound dies away. 

How sad the reverse,— once I wept but in dreams. 

The dawn then awoke me to hope and delight •, 

Now hope never comes witli the morning's gay beams, 
And joy is a phantom of night. 

Oh ! sleep, how enchanting the power of thy wand, 

More swift are thy pinions than fancy e’er spread ; 

For back o’er the ocean of time they expand. 

And bring us to scenes that are fled. 

Tlfo* hope never comes with the morning’s gay beams, 
Tho* long o’er the desert of life I may roam, 

Oh ! let thy soft magic still waft me in dreams 
To all the lov’d scenes of my home. 
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3f'U praise ti>t i^aints toitf) tarl^ ibons. 


WRITTSX rOR TBI8 WORK 


By WILLIAM SMYTH, Z$q. 


Aia, (Nfl. 42.) ABIGAIL CanUn. 


X*LL praise the Saints with early song, 
For now the wars are ended ; 

praise our Lady late and long, 
That has my Love defended. 

Yea, home is come my Patrick dear, 
From me no more to sever ; 

And in his looks, 1 sec it clear, 

He loves me more than ever. 

He aits our evening fire beside. 

The cabin round surveying, 

And looks with all a father's pride, 
While near the child is playing. 
Even me he turns to gaze upon. 

As in my maiden beauty. 

Before my bloom was worn and gone 
By many a toilsome duty. 


** h^y Love, he cries, thou canst not guess, 
“ TTio' kind and tender hearted, 

** What 1 have known of sad distress, 

** Since last from thee I parted. 

** And little canst thou now suppose 
How my poor heart is swelling, 

*' To find myself at evening's close 
** In this my peaceful dwelling." 

And, tru<^^his cheek is sallow now. 

That once was briglit and ruddy ; 

A fearful scar is on his brow, 

The mark of battle bloody. 

And ofl in sleep disturb’d he seems. 

While o’er him 1 am bending ; 

He makes the cross while in his dreams, 
As if for life contending. 


But happier hours are coming fast. 

Sir Phelim-Hingels bless him~ 

Says Patrick Toole shall rest at last. 

And nothing more distress him. 

He grants a farm, with turf-ground near. 
He grants a lease for ever } 

And heaven will bless, I need not fear. 
The honest heart's endeavour. 
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$ut rounb ttje br{g:t)t tSKinr, $t. 


VBITTftM roB THIS WOKE 


By WILLIAM SMYTH, £#g. 


Ain, (No. 4S.>— CIIILING 0‘GUIKV. 

UT round the bright wine, for my bosom is gay. 
The night may have sunshine as well as the day i 
Oh welcome the hours! when dear visions arise 
To melt my kind spirit, and charm my fond eyes. 
When wrine to my head can its wisdom impart. 

And love has its promise to make to roy heart ; 
When dim in far shade sink the spectres of care, 
And I tread a bright world willi a footstep of air. 

Yea, mirth is my goddess,— come round me, ye few. 
Who have wit for her worship, I doat upon you : 
Delighted with life, like a swallow on wing, 

I catch ev'ry pleasure the current may bring: 

The feast and the frobc, the masque and the ball. 
Dear scenes of enchantment ! I come at your call ; 
L«t me meet the gay beings of beauty and song. 

And let Erin's good humour be found in the throng. 

If life be a dream— 'tis a pleasant one sure. 

And the dream of to-night we at least may secure ; 
If life be a bubble, tho* better I deem, 

Let us light up its colours by gaiety’s beam. 

Away with cold vapours— I pity the mind 
That nothing but dulncss and darkness can find : 
Give me the kind spirit that laughs on its way. 

And turns thorns into roses, and winter to May. « 
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S am Soto’U Uoton tottj) $me. 

WNrTTRM rOB TIUI WOBK 

^ triLLUM SMYTH, Etq. 


The ffame •ttd PantOage ^thit Air net ieing xoeli aicerteined, tke Editor iaktt 
THE WANDERING UlNSTREU^No. 4^} 

X AH bow'd down with years, 

And fast flow ray tears. 

But 1 wander, I mourn not, your pity to win : 

'Tia not age, want, or care, 

I could poverty bear^ 

*Tis the shame of my heart that U breaking within. 

Chorus.— T hou art bow’d down with years. 

And fast flow thy tears. 

But why dost thou wander no pity to win ? 

Were It age, were it care, 

Wc could soothe, we could shares 
But what is the shame thy sad bosom within ? 

Oh, if thou should’st hear— 

From splendour's high spher^^ 

The sorrow, the tale, which these notes may convey 1 
Think, think, of past hours. 

Thy dear native bowers. 

And turn not, ray love, from thy flither away. 

Chorus.— 'T is from Erin so dear, 

Tlie lay that we hear, 

Then welcome the minstrel, and welcome the lay : 
But where are the bowers. 

And what are the hours. 

And where is the daughter that wander'd away ? 

What peace hast thou known. 

Since from me thou hast flown ! 

And, Eveteen, think but how wretched am I ! 

Oh let me but live. 

Thy fault to forgive. 

Again let me love thee, and bless thee, and die ! 

Chorus. — Ob cease then thy song. 

She has languished too long ; 

Sbe hoped not thy smile of foigiveness to see : 

She sunk at the word. 

Thy voice when she heard. 

And she lives (if she lives,) but for virtue and thee. 
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'Cis i^unstjine at last, $c. 


waiTTur roa this vobk 


^ WILLIAM SAffTH, Etq, 


AIR, (Ko. «5.)->MOLL ROONE. 

^Tis sunshine at last— come, my Ellen, sit near me. 

And twine me these roses — we sorrow no more; 

Come taste of my cup, while it sparkles to cheer me, 
llie cup that ( fill, now the tempest it o'er. 

Oh ! not that my mirth, with unhallowed intrusion. 

Would thy gentle mind to rude transport beguile, 

But catch from my bowl one fond passing illusion, 

And crown my gay heart with thy sympathy’s smile. 

Come taste of my cup— for ’till Ellen shall share it. 

In vain are the roses — in vain is the wine : 

Post sorrow shall sweeten, and love shall prepare it. 

For forms that are softer and finer like thine% 

Bright beams a new world, and sweet visions break o*er us. 
And as landscapes are frcslier when past are the show'rs. 
So richer the bliss and the gay hopes before us— 

For where are the hearts that have sorrow’d like oura. 

Oh ! ever, my love, must I think of that season. 

When, friendless, we mingled our terrors and siglis { 
And how had I failed, in the night of my reason, 

Had comfort not beam’d from thine eloquent eyes. 

Take the glass that I fill, take the homage 1 render s 
No riot shall break tlie soil dreams of the soul } 

Around us shall breathe an Elysium more tender. 

And finer enchantment be waked from my bowl. 
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®|» ! toj^o, rap ftiat ®ermot, ft. 


VklTTXIt VOR THIS VOBK 

Bg WILLIAM SMYTH, Esq. 


AIR, (No.46.)— CROOGHAN A I'ENEE. 

o H ! whot my dear Dennot, has dared to deceive thee. 
And what*s the dishonour this gold is to buy ? 

Backf — back to thy tempter,— or Norab shall leave tliee, 
To hide her in woods, and in deserts to die. 

Tbo* poor, we are honest, and will not this cliecr us, 

Thy sire and thy grandsire have ask’d for no more ; 

And shame with its shadow has never come near us 
To shut out the sun from our cabin before. 

Oh look at yon lark, where the sky shines so brightly. 
Say why does it carol its echoing lay : 

Is't singing BO gady, and mounting so lightly, 

Because it finds gold in the dawn of the day ? 

Oh ! Dennot, thy heart is with agony swelling. 

For once it was honest, and honoiu its law— 

An Irishman thou, and have bribes in thy dwellii^ ! 
Back, back to thy tempter,— go,— Erin go Bragh. 
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pulfit of an 3friai)man rttr ttate qmdfttr. 

VIITTIX roa THIS WOBK 

By JLEXJNDER BOSWELL, Esq. 


AIR, (No. 47.)— SAINT PATRICK’S DAY IN THE MORNING. 

Tn HE puisfi of an Irishman ever beats quicker 
WTien »-ar is the story, or love is the theme ; 

And place him where bullets fly thicker and thicker. 

You’ll find him all cowardice scorning. 

And tho’ a ball should maim poor Darby, 

Ugbt at the heart he rallies on, 

Fortune is cruel, 

“ But Norah my jewel 
“ Is kind, and with smiling 
'* My sorrow beguiling, 

** Shall bid from our cabin all care to be gone; 

•' And how they will jig it, 

" And tug at the spigot 
** On Patrick’s day in the morning.’' 

O blest be the land in the wide western waters. 

Sweet Erin, lov’d Erin, the pride of my song. 

Still brave be the sons, and still fair be the daughters 
Thy meads and thy mountains adorning 1 
And tho’ the eastern sun seems tardy, 
llio’ the pure light of knowledge slow. 

Night and delusion, 

And darkling confusion, 

Like mists from the river 
Shall vanish for ever, 

And true Irish hearts with warm loyalty glow^ 

And proud exultation 
Burst forth from the nation 
On Patrick’s day in the morning. 
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JJalBp ©’Xaffertp. 


By ALEXANDER BOSfEELL, Etq. 


AIR, (K<k 48.)— PADDY O RAFKERTY. 

ADDT O'Rafferty, merry and vigorous. 

Laugh’d at his lot, tho* ’twa« somewhat t«x» rigorous} 

Poor was liis prize from the wheel of life’s lottery, 

Turning the wheel in old Dennis Keogh’s pottery. 

Still he kept turning, and still the clay tapering, 

Grew a black pot to hold ink for white paper in. 

Sometimes a brown jar to board a small pension in, 
Sometimes, faith, something not worth a word's mentioning^ 

Arrah, quoth Paddy, and so goes the round about, 

So come those fortunes they make such a sound about, 

Some in their save-alls their thousands are gathering, 

Some from these ink-pots great tamflies fathering. 

So Mister Keogh I no longer will stay with ye. 

Luck whispers Paddy, take heart and away with ye; 

Stout are your limbs, a good countenance carrying, 

Wby should not Paddy catch money by marrying. 

Pat took the hint and gamboPd like a mountebank. 

Small were his dealings with town or with county bank, 
Short his accounts were, and no need of doequeting. 

Light was hts money bag, easy in pocketing. 

Up with his bundle, hU trusty stick shouldering, 

I.,et them, quoth Fat, stay at home and be mouldering | 

But a smooth shilling I’d wilhngly mmr wager, 

Paddy O' Rafferty hooks an old dowager. 
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®1) ! toouQ) 3f tom tmt tj^at iitotet linnet. 


witTTur roK THia wonc 


By friLLUM SMYTH, Esq. 


AIR, (Ko. ♦9.}— THE PRETTY GIRL MILKING THE COWS. 


C^H ! would I were but that »weet linnet !— 
That I had my apple tree too ! 

Could sit al| the sunny day on it. 

With nothing but singing to do ! 

Tm wear)' with toiling and spinning { 

And Dennot I never can see, — 

Nor sure am I Dermot of winningv — 
There’s never good luck for poor me ! 

Quite set was my heart all the Sunday 
On going to Killaloe fair,— 

So my father fell ill on the Monday, 

And, look ye, — I could not be there. 

And it was not the fair that 1 minded. 

For there was I Dermot to see ; 

But I’m always before or behind it. 

And there’s never good luck for poor me. 


I tried with my sweetest behaviour 
To tell our good priest my distress ; 

And ask’d him to speak in my favour. 

When Dermot came next to confess. 

But he said I was but a beginner. 

And from love and temptation must flee! 
So if love will but make me a sinner. 

There’s never good luck for poor me. 

Ye Saints, with the Virgin ! believe me, 

I join with the priest in your praise ! 
Contrive but my Dermot to give me. 

And ril love you — the length of my days. 
In vain would they bid me be wiser. 

And never my Dermot to see,— 

Bad luck to advice and adviser ! 

Good luck I to dear Dermot and me. 
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’Cw Imt (n bain,— for nothing tljrfofa. 


VBITTIM rOB TBI8 WOBK 


By WILLUM SMYTH, Esq. 


AIR, (No.50.>-THE TWISTIKG OF THE ROPE. 


IS but io vaiu, — for nothing thrives 
Where Dermot tus to do»-~ 

IQ fortune seems, howe’er he strives. 

His footsteps to pursue ! 

But one by one, when friends are gone, 

Must I forsake him too. 

0 poverty ! full sure thou art 
A foe the most unkind ; 

And wear)', weary is the heart 
That feels thee still behind. 

But one by one, when friends are gone, 

Must I forsake him too. 

1 would my Lord could only see, 

(For little can he know,) 

How cruel can the Driver be, * 

How sad my Dermot’s woe. 

But one by one, when friends are gone, 

Must I forsake him too. 

* The Drirer it • diaracter but too wdl known in Irelaail,.>^e 

for Myine 


Kcjct month he sails to find a borne 
Beyond the western tide ; 

And heav’n knows where he means to roam, 

His houseless head to hide. 

But cmc by one, when friends are gone, 

Must 1 forsake him txx>. 

My father says he cannot part, 

And shews his hair so grey, — 

My mother's tears, — I see them start. 

When thinking of the day. 

But one by one, when friends arc ‘gone, 

Must 1 forsake him too. 

! breathe it not thou passing wind, 

I tell it thee alone, 

My Dermot is not always kind~ 

He breaks my heart, 1 own. 

But one by one, when friends are gone, 

Must I forsake him too. 

reu who drlvei off the cattle for mIc, wlion • diitrcei k laken out 
Bt ot rent. 
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i^abe me from ^rabe anb fSBioe. 

wKiTTKir roa rsi« wobk 

By WILLUM SMYTH, Esq, 


AIR, (K«.51.>— NORA CREINA. 


Sa\'E me front the grave and wise. 

For vainly would I tax my spirit. 

Be the thing that I despiae, 

And rival all their stupid merit. 

On 1— >my careless laughing heart, 

O dearest Fancy let me find thee, 

Let me but from sorrow part, 

And leave this moping world behind me. 
CHouus.-^peak ye wiser than the wise. 

Brcatlic aloud your welcome measure, 

Youthful fancy well can prize 

Tlie words that counsel Love and Pleasure, 

Is it merry look, or speech. 

Or bounding step that thus displeases? 

Go and graver movements teach 
To yon light goss’mer on the breezes : 

Go where breathes the opening spring, 

And chide the flowers for gaily blowing, 

Tell the linnet not to sing 

In jocund May, when noon is glowing. 

('fioHUs.— Speak ye wiser, &c. 

Hence with wisdom, dull and drear, 

And welcome folly at a venture : 

C'ease my song,— a sound I hear,— 

The planxty comes— the dancers enter. 

In yon throng, if I should see 
Some gallant, giddy, gay adviser. 

Who through life might counsel me. 

He indeed might make roe wiser. 

Ciioaus.— Speak ye wiser, &c. 
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3 lltaltti to t|)e Srabe. 

WSItTIV Folk THU WOHK 

Btf JOHN F. Af. DOFJSTON 


Ain, {Nfc 52.>— THE RED FOX. 


bealUi to the brave, in fielcLi afar 
Sweet Freedom's foes assailing j 
And high the choral burden bear. 

Their names with honours hailing. 

What meed awaits the &llen brave? 

A nation's tears to dew them, 

And bards the blooming flowers to weave. 
And virgin hands to strew them. 


But what their meed to whom return 
In triumph's car is granted ? — 
Beside their comrade's laurel'd um. 
To see the dive planted. 

To hear the good, the great, the fair, 
Rich notes of rapture pealing. 

That high the choral burden bear. 
Their names with honours hailing. 
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l^e promtstli me at parting. 

wRiTTEX roK rma woik 


By WILLIAM SMYTH, Esq. 


AlH, (No. 5S.>— KILLEA\T. 


JEIe promis'd me at parting, 

To meet me at the spring time here } 

Yet see yon roses blooming, 

The blossoms how tlicy disappear. 
Return, my dearest Dennot ! 

Or sure the spring will soon be o'er j 
Fair long have blown the breezes, 

Oh ! when shall I see thee more. 

He went to look for treasures. 

They're found they say in London town ; 
And *tis for me he means them, 

Botli golden store and silken gown. 

I want but thte, my Dermot ! 

Nor silken gown, nor golden store 
Fair long have blown the breezes. 

Oh ! when shall I see thee more. 


No longer have I pleasure. 

Nor at the wake, nor merry fair,— 
They mock me at the bridal,— 

And why indeed is Norah there ! 

1 sit as if 1 heard not 
The planxty I so lov'd before,— 
Fair long have blown the breezes, 
Oh ! when shall 1 see thee more. 

Why go to that great city. 

Oh why so far from Norah roam. 
Return to those that lo\'e thee. 
There's little love so far from home. 
Thou art not faithless, Dermot, 

Yet sure the spring is almost o'er,— 
Fair long have blown the breezes. 
Oh ! when shall 1 see thee more. 
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. (£> tnig|)t 3f but m? $atrtci^ Io\)f . 


»R(IX A MAXCSCIlirT 

By WILLIAM SMYTH, Esq. 


AIR, (Ko. 54^i)— CoimsKin'i»<<i^»tiAKia<d »qMf ta 

0 might I but my Patrick love ! 

My mother scolds severely. 

And tells me 1 shall wretched prove, 
Because 1 love him dearly ! 

In vain she rates me o’er and o'er 
With lessons cold and endless^ 

It only makes me love him more. 

To find him poor and friendless. 

Oh ! Patrick, Hy from me. 

Or 1 am lost for ever — 

Oh ! Fortune kinder be. 

Nor thus two Lovers sever. 

What bliss, to me my Patrick cries. 

In splendour and in riches? 

He says, we love too little prize. 

That gold too much bewitches ! 

More blest the lark, tho’ hard its doom 
Wlicno'cr the winter rages, 

Than birds, he says, of finer plume. 
That mope in gilded cages. 

Oh ! Patrick fiy from me, &c. 

He tells me when the bosom's warm, 
Wc mock the storm that’s blowing. 

That honest hearts can take no harm 
Tho’ hard tJie world be going. 

He says, — ah me! I’m sore afraid 
Lest I from duty faultcrj 

1 wish he could as soon persuade 
The mother as the daughter. 

Oh ! Patrick fiy from me, &c. 
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Coiiu, 3Bart)j twmr, tas?,— it ta»j! 


WBITTKM FOR TRII WORK 


Bt^ WltLUM SMYTHy Esq. 


AIR, (Nb. 53.)— KATE KEABKEY. 


OME, Darby dear! eaqr— be easy, 
be sure, and it may not well please ye j 
But she’s gone, as I said, 

With young Pat to be wed, 

And in vain will we fret, ’till we’re crazy. 
And troth ! he's a proper line creature, 

Of mighty good figure and feature, 

And our daughter Kitty, 

Why she's young and pret^^ 

O Darby dear! is it not nature? 


Tliey’re tied before this, never fear them, 
So love and good luck ever cheer them. 
And faith in a crack 
They ’ll be all coming back— 

By the Virgin ! — the Piper !— •! hear them. 
And it was, and it is always thus now. 

So DO longer be making a fuss now : 

Cross words and uncivil 
Och, pitch to the devil 1 
And give your old woman a buss now. 
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Ci)t i^olDttr in a fonisn lanli. 

WKITTIX rOR TfftI WORK 

% JOANNA BAILLIE. 


AIR, (Ko. ^)^TIIR BROWN MAID. 

n^m: Piper wlio Mt on his low mossy scat. 

And piped to the youngsters so shrill and so sweet } 
The far distant hum of the children at play. 

And the maiden's soil carol at close of the day. 

Ah ! this was the music delighted my car. 

And to think of it now is so sad and so dear I 
Ah ! to listen at case by my own cottage door. 

To the sound of oiy own native village once more I 

1 knew ev'ry dame in her holiday airs, 

I knew ev’ry maiden that danc'd at our fairs ^ 

1 knew ev'ry farmer to market who came, 

And the dog that ran after him call’d by its name. 

And who know I now, in this far foreign land. 

But the stiff.collar'd sergeant, the trim costed band ? 
No kinsman to comfort his own flesh and blood, 

Nor merry ey'd damsel to do my heart good. 

To my sight, or my car, no gay cheering doth come. 
But the flare of our colours, the tuck of our drum ; 
The fierce flashing steel of our long muster'd file. 

And the sharp dinning fifer that playeth the while. 

At night as I keep on the wearisome watch, 

Tlie sound of the west wind 1 greedily catch. 

And the shores of dear Ireland then rise to my sight. 
And my own native valley, that spot of delight. 

Divided so far by a wide stormy main, 

Shall I ever return to our valley again? 

Ah \ to listen at ease by my own cottage door. 

To the sound of my own native village once more ! 



fio more, mj iHarp, 3 sisf) for ffeplmUour. 


WIKTTSir FOR TRIt WORK 


By WILLIAM SMITH, Etq. 


AIR, (So. J7.)— THE BROWN THORN. 


N o more, my Mary. I sigh for splendour. 

And riot*s joys no longer prize: 

On thee I muse in visions tender, 

Or ga2e on tliy fond eyes. 

Oh ! not the sages 
With pedant pages. 

’Tis thy soA. smiles have made me vise. 


For life’s delusions of joy had reft me 
With sated heart I turn’d to pine — 

A faded world I thought was left me, 

Tho’ all its pleasures mine. 

Oh ! hours of fotly ! 

Of melancholy ! 

How cliang’d for bliss,— for love like thine. 
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guljp, lototlp. mattIbUsiS Cwature. 

RUSTIC COURTSHIP. 


wjuTna »oB inn work 


By JLEXJNDER BOSH^ELL, E$q. 


AIK, (Ko. 58.)-SLAUNT RI PLULIB. 

JuoT, lovely* matchless creature* 
Beauty shines tl\ro’ cv’ry feature, 
lake yon light* the pride of nature. 
Thro’ the morning dew. 

Come, then, to your Patrick’s dwelling ; 
All around the buds are swelling, 

Ev’ry little linnet’s telling 
’Tia the time to woo. 

Dame O'Flyn, sweet Judy’s mother. 
Would you bid me passion smother ! 
Sure I’ll speak as well’s anotlier, 

Tbo’ poor Pat O’Doyle. 

Love within my breast is teazing, 

Were I dumb— ’twould be amazing ; 
Sooner, when the coals are blazing, 

Bid your pot not boil 


u 
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must sail, tn^ titar. 


watrrtN rom tbis wobk 


Bs mLLIAM SMYTH, E»q. 


AIR, (No. £9.)^ TV BMW Mlaa«m f« (V EStf, 


GThy fillip must sail, mj Henry dear. 
Fast comes tbe day, too soon, too sure ; 
And I, for one long tedious year, 

Must learn thy absence to endure. 
Come let me by my pencil’s aid 
Arrest thy image ere it flies ; 

And like the fond Corinthian maid, 

Thus win from Art what Fate denies. 


, And I wtU hang with fondness warm 
O'er all that there I pictur’d see; 
To others but a mimic form, — 

But oh! my life, my love to me. 

Or let me sing the song so dear, 

The song that told thy bosom's Are, 
When flrst, our favourite willows near, 
I bade thee wake thy ready lyre. 


Yes, o'er and o'er, FIl sing and play 
The song beneath those willow trees, 

When thou, alas ! art far away. 

And iM>ught but thoughts of thee can please. 
Dear sitter Arts I of power divine. 

To soothe the heart when cheerless found. 
And near, with moon.Ught gleam to shine, 
WheQ ell the world is darkness round. 
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%\)t :farttoell Song. 

WtlTTIM von THIS WORK 

Bt/ mLLIAM SMYTB, Etq. > 


(Nol 60.) THE OLD WOMAN. 

o Eriit I to thy harp divine Oh where the heart that would not bound 

I bid adieu : With answering beat. 

Yet let me now its songs reugn To hear thy Flanxty’a dancing sound, 

M'ith homage due. And numbers sweet. 

Thy generous sons, that know not fear. And where the heart that rinks not low. 

Their feelings, genius, fire : And muring melts away, 

Oh blest be all ! — But, Erin dear, To hear thy harp’s deep lonely flow, 

Be blest thy lyre. When mourns the lay. 

No toil can e*er such sweets supply,**- 
No chymic power, 

As brings the bee. with honied thigh, 

From wild heath'flower : 

And Science, that could wake the strings 
To chords of rapture high. 

May envy, while she smiling rings 
Thy minstrelsy. 


EDINBUfiGHi 


roft rni fbopribtor, oboror TiroMSOK, 
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